THROUGH NYLON 
Portland, Maine, the 
dock is a gigantic 
centipede, unearthed, 
toppling the carnival 
grounds for a sip of 
seawater. The sky 

is a pink-streaked 
parachute, closing in 
on us. | have to pay 

a dollar to change in 
the restroom; a son 
and father walk in 

on me. | ride in the 
car, passing glinting 
pools, untamed grass, 
to lay in a tent and 
stare at the faint 
moon, through nylon. 


